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eil Arte Ne Rrrtß arrcfx rg S He SONS, 
KI May their Praiſes refound from the Mouth of 
__ Taff Kebellion and all civil diſoord may ceaſe (their guns 
And theſe Realms be reſtor'd to a flouriſking Peace, 
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How this War frſt began, and the Progreſs it made? 
Has never been Sung, tho' t hay often been Said, 
Yet great Deeds to record, to great Poets belongs, 
As Homer and Virgij ſet forch-1n their Songs, 


The Scots, as che Swiſs who make Fighting a Trade, 
Betraying for ever, for ever betray'd; or 
Like the Frogs, ſick of Log, choſe a K. of their own, 


$5 {Twill acer out of the Fleſh, what is bred in the bone, 


From Rome a young Hero well known they invite, 
J u o accept of a Crown which he claims as his Right, 
Is City and Lowa they their Menarch proclaim, _ 
And t 


But firſt ſecond & third, were all ſtruck with Difmay, 
Thrice happy the Man, who cou'd firſt run away, 
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Now great Preparations proclaim their great Fears. 


and tlie 
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With Arms and Alarms, as fad Soldiers as Cirs, 


Since in parting wirh Money, they pare with their lives 


Hle march'd Day and Night till he got to the Rear, 
r old K & new K. are one and the Tame, 


8 fy 2 | | | FINS” F 
When theſe Tidings reath'd England, three Chieftains 


1 All Night under Arms, the brave D--- kept his- F. 5 
7 Rebellion ro rout, and its Progreſs oppoſe, (they choſe. > 


Here a fierce Fight enſu'd by a fort of Owl Light, 


1 

The Militia, the Dcuth; the Troops rais'd by the dears Where none got the Day, becauſe it was Night, =_ 
They aſſociate, Subſcribe, faſt, vote and addreſs, And ſo Dark, that we ner to the Truth on'r ſhall get, 
For your taue loyal Subjects can do nothing leſs, Unleſs tis clear'd up by another GAZETTE, _ Ph K 
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Torſe, Foot, and Dragoons from loſt Flanders they cal, 


With Heſſians and Danes, and the Devil and all; 


Your Hunters and Rangers, led by O- pe, | 
And the Church at the Arſe of the B. p of I. k. $ 


And pray. ho fo fit to lead forth this Parade, 

As. the Babe of Tangier, my old Grandmother W. de: 
Whoſe Cunning ſo quick, and whoſe Motion fo flow -/* 
That the Rebels march'd on while he ſuck in the ſnow: © / 
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Poor London, alas ! is ſear'd out of its Wits, ,. 
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Sure of dying by Inches, whatever Cauſt thrives, & 


But rhe Genius of Britain appears in the o . 3 
Their Courage to raiſe, and their Fears to tebuke, 
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And then ſent us Word, he had nothing to fear. FRE” | 


But the. Devil a Rebel was there to be found; - © 
The Foot got on Horſeback, the News gives account, 
But that wou'd not do, fo the Horſemen diſmount,. 
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